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$1 e weapon shall lay thee 
itn eet 
avery ‘(Centlemen do vot fight in that 
t ' r,” said the Doctor, withdraw- 
‘ t “ hand from the sword-hilt 
r } there is isick manin the room 


y on the stairs; I have been 
here _ st This is no time, Mr. Cellini, 
a ich things ;—afterwards, if 


ease.” Benvenuto had no time 


wer, for a richly dressed servant 


| Nl jtulse opencd the door t 
fe Isabel, who came by 
‘, . f her mistress 
] “ mnie ately ullere his crate 
\“ Ks I the honour done him ; 

eV e lady Isabel, a singular figure, 
_t t , or rather tottere 1 mto the 
v wie ’ , dressed like a wid »wed matron, 
| revard over thighty ornament 

st ., her face h lden undet 

ps veil, through wt 

{ gr zled ocks, if 

uv i u the forehead wi the 

the times, were visible, Sh 

s poe fore the; itient,who made ar 

t ise toreceive her ; but she 


mt smothered 
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“So you meant tosay fo me,* per- 
mit me to observe, sir, that in this 
instance I am not entirely of vour 
opinion, Did you mean that?’— 
“Yes, indeed, friend Petitpre, | meant 
nothing worse” “ Letus be friends 
then,” said the Doctor with great so- 
lemnity, ard shook hands with the 
sculptor. ‘They then bade Luigt good 
night, and left him to return to Parts 
together. 
To he continued 


DINNER AT STATIONERS WALI 





Seaten at table at the late dinuer 
at Stationers’ Hall, 1 was quite as- 
tounded by the display of corporation 
costume, About every fifth man wore 
a robe, of one color or another; 
about every teuth a gold chain; on 
in the hundred bore a broad badge of 
houour on his breast, in the form of a 
silver plate; and there were civic dig- 
uilaries of various deurres, from nem. 
bers of the Stationers’ Company up 
to the Lord Mayor. it was altogether 
a goodly company. | am foud of re- 
presentative assemblies, shewing the 
props and 
power and glory ; aud her 
epitome of the greatness of the greatest 
city inthe world! All the nauseous 
accessaries of filthy trade were ke pt 


Ornaments of corporate 


Was all 


apart; and | saw before me the pith 
and marrow, without the details, of 
and the 
houses, and cquotiug-houses, and cus. 
tom-louses of London, 

} was beginning to get entangled in 
rather an Jabyriuth of 
thought, when a loud buzz announced 
the coming of something 


the warehouses, bauking- 


agreeable 


more than 
common—some ove superior to the 
** small deer” that dropped in one by 
eve to fillup the herd around me. 
“ The Right Hon, George Canning 
roared out in Stentorian tone, by the 
servautat the door ( 
the secretary—-for Lam unaflfectedly 
ufraid of getting into mistakes, 
the sienal for the eutrauce of the or. 
Ta Heh 


or the usher or 


Was 


t fine head certa 
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Spurzhemm could not deny ut, 


aml a 
corresponding person—lI ce fy Chan. 
trev to coutradict me; but as | am 


not minister of the tntertor, “ further 
this depenent kuoweth not.” Drnner, 
which had been kept waiting for bim 
and his fidus Achates, Mr.tluskisson, 
was now evidently making its way to- 
wards the table iu the next room; for 
| saw several knowing-looking fel 


lows elbowing through the crowd, 
and going breast high towards the sa. 
voury odour which came in upon us, 
like a pack of fox-hounds tn full chase, 
lwas hustled about without ceremony, 
amd sadly puzzled what todo with 
when to my delight | 


espied avery pleasant fellow, whom 


myself, great 
L had trequently met at parties at the 
west end of the town, shoving lis way 
towards me 1, like the tail of a well. 


pleased ‘dog, determined to be 


was 
waggish on this occasion, and put on 
a look of * Llow 
dves my friend?" ered he, 
stretching out bis hand, “ Well, God- 
a-mercy,” repled [, as Hamlet did to 
es tknow me?” 
“ Lexcellent 


anuti-recognition. 


good 


Polouts, Do you n 
asked he, taking the cue. 
saul |, 


well; youare a fishmonger, 


* bead, you have it,” erred he, laugh- 
ing—“asort of fishmonzer, tt is trne— 
bam a place-lhonter, my friead, just 
now; socome slong Lsaw your pame 
ou the sheril’s list, and | coutrived te 
Ket you the seatnext my own—in the 
y too.” —“ Not 
umong the Aldermen, | hope,” said |, 
“No, uo; 


erv heart of the feast 


amoung the authors, you 


lox; im the feast of reason and the 
llow of * What, the deuce, 


interrupted I, “have the sheritis had 
the cruelty to ask any of that tribe 
and add to their irritability by a tan 
** Ay, 
replied he, aud Vil 


talizing taste of these dogs ? 
that they 
lay my life on it, that after 


have,” 
you have 
speut this evenmg in their circle, you 
will allow the tribe to be the very es 
sence of the invited.” We were soon 
the end of one of the three 
tables which were appropriated tor 
| part of the 


seated at 


the leather au 


prun la 

















ascemblove, and which shot down in 
parallel line fromthe top prece, where 
wu the higher classes of the compauy— 
the city chiefs, the ministerial guests, 
Parl 
ariiament, 
&e. | quickly had occasion to rejoice 


Members of Aldermen, 


in my situation, and began to make 
my friend useful as ashower of the 
lions. “Come now,” sad |, ** rarse 
up your ] ng pol he's ilong headed 
ind give me anod of informa. 
company. Who is he 


that handles the ladle soscientifically, 


fellow, 


tion as to the 


md answers so courteously the many 
“That's 
, to whom optics, and mu- 
ullequally fami- 


ironblesome calls upon hin?” 
Doctor kK 
sir, and astonomy are 
har, who ts giving a practical lecture 
tohis neighbour on the ‘art of ex- 
hausting and empiving atureen of tur. 
tle-soup.” "—* And he yonder of the 
ty isome countenance e,with a foreign 
orcer round his neck, ana lookiwg »}- 
hke the Lord Mavor of Li- 


“ Professor S., 


together 
terature 7 the Ger- 


man dramatic eric, who can pose 
our best poets ou the phraseology of 
Shakspeare, and who has only the one 
fault of devouring the iunmortal bard 
entire, beauties and faults alike, just 
1s that 
would eat a turtle 
pash and calipee indifferently with the 
otfall."—-“* ‘Tnen the totelligent look- 
mg man im spectacles ? “8. the pa 
trot, who extracted out of the dun- 


hungry common-councilman 
holus-bolus, cali- 


geous of boulogne prison some short 
bed of 
the Bourbons.” —"W hat is the next?" 


thorns to strew over the rosy 
“Come,come,” saiulmy friend, “don’t 
think that PI enact the part of Mac 
beth's witches, and tell you the his 
tory of all these chotee spirits while 
thatealdron iw boilne on the table 
How like the by the 
bye. —** gad to Spe uk the troth,’ 
k turtle.” 


exchimed a hor. 


Jo you 


s tay), 
inswered |, “1 think ‘tis m« 
* Mock turtle, sir ¢’ 
ror-stricken 
me, * Mock! ood Gaod, si 


citizen, who overheard 
have 
ouhad none of the green fat? Waiter! 
and over the gemman's plate Dox 


for’ have the hurdue tu tish outa 
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prime piece of the flesh for this gem- 
Not that, Doctor—some of the 
you please—Mock! mock 
turtle! do sir, do me the fayour just 
to let that slip down, Movk! well, 
what do you sav now, eh ?"—« [ con- 

© my ignorance, sir,” answered I, 
« d acknowl dge your eivility.”-—- 


than, 


green, i 


iat, eat, siz.” said he, “and never 
mind compliments. Are you ready 
fora glass of turtle punch, sir 2° — 
* Quite at your service, sir,” replied 
I * tlelp yourself then out of that 
ere black pint bottle, and never mind 
ni Your health, sir.” 

At this moment a band of wind in- 
struments struck upa stunning strain 
from the gallery, and | moralized on 


the admirable management which thus 
grave this apropos mterruption loevery 
e(fort at conversation, leaving the com- 
pany so good an excnse for attending 


solely to the more solid duties of the 
day. ‘The music never ceased til] the 
first course was removed; and the 
keen edge of appetite being by that 
time taken off, the countenances 
around me individually brightened up. 
The officially robed gentlemen, who 
had all sat down in their trappings, 
now threw them away, with the ex- 
ception of the Lord Mayor and She- 
riffs, who still shone iu all their glo- 
rious caparisous of scarlet, gold, and 
crniue 

hesecond course was served; the 
again, but the leader, 
like his prototype Timotheus, adapted 
his strains to the melting mood of the 
flow of 


Jokes old and 


mus began 


listeners, and allowed a free 
wit that went round, 
new, b id puns, and quaint quotations, 
were quite the order of theday, One 
f the literatt was carving a haunch 
f venison Ile sent » liberal portion 
to another of the elect—not the Lord 
Muiuvor or the Shertfs “I thank you 
Master Sh low,” 
“Master Page, 
wood heart,” 

was the apt repl “Ah! 


third, who was helped 


for my 
quuth the 


venison, 
loves 

he yt l. 

much good may it do your 

cried a 
to aslice near 


tthe edic, “that * the most un 
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kindest cut of all; and immediately 
added, asthe carver loaded his plate 
with sweet sauce, “Ohe! Jam satis.’ 
 W by, it isn’t Jam,” said a fourth— 
“we authors all eat jelly with our 
venison."—** Ever since the days of 
Aulus Gelli-us,” motiered a fifth. A 
hundred puns and repartees, all full 
as bad, and therefore quite as pleasant, 
went rvand. “ Voila, mon ami, voila 
la honte de Angleterre, aussi grande 
que le tread-mill! c'est cette four- 
chette-la,” exclaimed a talented-look- 
ing Frenchman to his opposite neigh 
bour, having made various vain at- 
tempts to eat, with the aid of a two- 
pronged steel fork, some green peas 
which had been forced for this occa- 
sion. “Oui, mon cher,” replied his 
friend, “je vois bien qu'elle vous met 


aux travaux forcés.”"—* What lan- 
guage is that?” asked one of the 
Scotch authors. ‘ Gallic,” said B., 


“Nae, I'll be hanged af it’s Gaelic, 
replied the Scot, “1 dinna come frae 
the braes o’ Bannock to be bamboozled 
that way."—“ And who is the indig- 
nant Frenchman?" asked | of my 
friend. “ Felix B.’ answered he, ** one 
of the wittest writers in the wittiest 
paper in Paris, the Mirei ; he ts just 
come ever to comment onking!ish cus- 
toms, and he begins, you see, by a 
subject that has some point in it.” 
Phe table on Non 
Domine, wae warbled forth by 


ce more cleared, 
nobis 
the puble singers with exquisite me- 
lody. Then came the toasts—then the 
speeches, all moderate and 
just whata pubhe character aud a 
and in 


manly 


political oration ought to be 
here paving my tribute to the talents 
of the performers, let me not forget 
the super-excellent toast-master,who, 
mounted on au eminence behind the 
Chief Magistrate’s chair, with a glass 
tn bis hand, prepared the company for 
their duty by the oft-reiterated sounds 
of, “Are ye charged, gemmen ?"— 
“Cemmen, clear off your charge!" ~ 
aid then repeated the announcement 
foust, Im a vVotce 
chatrman’s 


of each successive 
which, 


ompared to the . 
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Fume 


was aculverin replying to 


7 Popzin, 
and which, when his lordship called 


out, “ Three times three 
* Hip, bip, burra!’ 
that 
cried, *“*tlow do you do this morn 


answered, 
as naturally as the 
Irish echo, whenever any one 
ing?” wassure to answer, “ Very well 
thank vel’ : 

1 wish |} conld now come toa elj. 
max worthy of my subject, and say jy 
oue short sentence all thatit deserves, 
Jean truly declare that | never spent 
amore sociable evening, nor witnessed 
a feast of grealer propriety. On quit 
ting my lodgings | bad provided my 
self with a case of Iancets, in the cee. 
tainty of having my smattering of sur. 
gical skill called in to the aid of some 
suffoeating gourmand; but! solemnly 
protest Lnever saw more temperance 
The 
only vein Lsaw breathed during the 
day, was one of good fellowship and 
Men of many nations 
were there, English,irish,andscotch 
with Germans, French, and other fo. 
but all, as tt were, of one 
family. Men of all professions and 
parties, of the most opposite extremes, 
and atl touching. Lawyersand clients, 


or decorum in words or action, 


good humonr. 


reigners 


reviewers and authors, snoiling and 
chath 


with thre 


together—the wolf playing 
kid, lories, 
Lord Mayor and 
complhments—the Jamb lying down 
—all, in short, a scene 


Radicals and 
minister, bandying 


with the lou 
ot priantive od mphery mid peace, 
Attic Miscellany. 


Fentanda vis est qua me que 
que possun 
Loliere homo victorque viram 


per urd. 


vuulare 


Tre publi papers related a short 
that a certain “ gfande 
to borrow 4 
phrase from Brantome) placing’ here 
self, in order to remove to the suppet 
room, between the conqueror of Wa- 
and Signor Rossini, observed 
bh complacence to ber condu 


time stice 


dame de par le monde,” 


terloo 
lors, 


“ 
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that she was between “thetwo great. 
est persons of the age.” 
most likely inteuded to be very civil ; 
but I would uot give sixpeuce foe the 
choice in betting, on which side the 
compliment was worst taken, by the 
* generalissime des doubles crochets,” 
or the “great captain.” For however 
much the world may be agreed in 
thinking the slayer of men no fit com- 
parison for a fiddler, who, on the au- 
thority of Jue Miller, does uot even 
kill time, for he only beats tt, it is 
quite as clear that a fiddler “ has the 
same orgaus and dimeusioas” for va- 
nity, as le marechal le mieux deeoré 
among the 4,500,000 troops of the 
Holy Alliance ; and is quite as bikely 
toexaggerate his own tmportatce. 
Ju the ‘Temple of fame there are ma- 
uy chambers, and the inhabitants of 
its cellars and back garrets are very 
little disposed to yield in pretension 
to those of the loftter apartments : 
just as a French marquise is as proud 
of her “an cinguieme™ in the Tuile- 
ries, as Charles the ‘Tenth can for his 
. of which 
be has just takeu * ha 
vanite,” says Charrou, “ est la plus 
essentivlle et propre qualué Chumaine 
nature 3” and the 
jealousy not only 
the several candidates for reputation 


This was 


life be of the ** au premier,’ 


possession. 


worst of tt ts, that 
subsists between 
wits various departments, but even 


the mob areas open to the passion, 


and as angry at the success ofa neigh 
bour, as if he were “taking the bread 
out of their mouths: tusomuch that 
it is impossible fur the plus mar 


to be creat with Mnpunily, 
t 
the “dignity of kurzlithood,” or a 
thriving tradesman be elected for the 
ward, without be ing 2s much pers 
ihe bad um 


personage 


An honest ciizeu cannot arrive 


culed for lis success, as 
reality 
some essential service. N iy, Haman 
wakes but a 
speech at a parish meeting, or is voled 
asilver suuft box by lis clab for tell- 
fig fat stortes, he will be sure to tind 


1! 


this ellhowt 


dove lis tellow creatures 


neat and appropriate 


' ' 
wihe slavislt ruscal 


fame. 
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mind him that he is but mortal. Ac- 
cordingly, when a great reputatien 
gets a tumble, all the world of under- 
lings flock toenjoy the sport, and rua 
the round of their coteries, with au 
hypocritical aud lacadaisical air,won- 
dering, pitying, and lamenting their 
victim out ofevery possible excelleuce, 
aud leaving his reputation not worth 
picking out of the gutter.” Yet, after 
all, what is fame that it should beso 
desirable 2? Is it to hear oneself cited 
as Mr. Washerwoman [rwine by a 
malaprop pretender to literature ? or, 
like the modern Awacreon, to hear a 
fair anbectle cry “ah! quec'est drole!” 
iu the midst of one’s most impressive 
aud pathetic melody? Or is it (to 
mount from the ridiculous to the mi- 
so vast a pleasure to have 
one's time ocenpied, and one’s privacy 
broken in upon, by every stranger's 
affairs?—to find one’s table covered 
with MS. epics, unpublished no- 
vels, and unreadable sermons ; all of 
which claim at least the trouble of a 
reply, more difficult to word so as to 
avonl offence, than if it were intended 
for the perusal of au Attorneyv-Gene- 
ral? Is it delight to be open to the 
impertinence of anonymous letters, 
from those to whom you have refused 


serable 


Yvur friendship, and a prologue, and 


ten pounds ? 


or to the still more impertinent com- 
munication of the existence of lame 
povous aud criticisms against yourself, 
that may be bought iu for the mode- 
sum of twenty Is it 
so exceedingly agreeable at all times, 
imdin all places, to be “ upon your 
best behaviour,” aud obliged to wear 
better clothes, lodge better and feed 
better, than you can afford, or than 
is compatible with ease aud comfort, 
because you that the 
eves of the world are directed towards 
that vou canuol cross the 
street without the certainty of being 
celebrated Mr. 
biits, or thie famous Mr That, by half 
he blackhgaards an the paris! 2° All 


rate guineas ? 


are couscious 
you, and 


recoguized as the 
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this, liowever, aud matv more equally 
charming paurticolars, too tedious to 
mention, do not prevent all sorts and 
conditions of people from aiming at 
notoriety ; and as a few only of na 
ture’s favourites can even attempt to 
acquire fame ium the bigher depart- 
ments of revown, the mass of the sp. 

cies are compelled to seek the gratiti- 
cation of theie darling passion by some 
strange by-path, aud to achieve re- 
nown by some whunsical singularity, 


some unimagined allectation, some 
pleasant extravagance; or, to sum 
the whole in one word, siuce they 


cannot become enunent for virtice of 


talent, tamake themselves acturious 
by being simply ridiculous. 

This thirst for distinction is among 
the mast pregnant sources of absurdity 
and miscarriage among the lower 
classes. llowever 


station in life may be, he is diguitied 


humble a man's 
aud respectable as loug as le fulfils 
its duties simply and onaflectedly, 
and pretends to nothing bevoud tt, 
In the sober eye of philosophy, the 
Loudon asscrpbling round 
the lecture-table of the Mechanic's 
lustitution after their day’s labour, 
and seeking Knowledge in the mudst 

will appear perhaps 
among the best specimens of the hu- 


But when ouce the be. 


urlisalis 


of privation, 


Tan Species 


habits, means, AVG educa 


log, whose 


tiow Coulive lis deas within a uarrow 
sphere, looks upon lis coudition as 


ubject, and strives to carve for him. 


selia personal uotoriely,lorenzu trom 


duis circumstances, it os well fhe ouly 


become * an eccentru ° “aud does uot 


Diapase into som CulbverTous EAXCESs. 


This abominable passion for becom 


1 couspicuous, Lreaks out m athou- 


uy 
sand eslravagancies, turmioy “* from 
grave lo gay, from lively to severe, 


and showimg iscifas much in the se- 


rious Lusivess of lile, as in the idlest 
pasties. it is this pretty ambitiou 
wiich has seut to Coventry the good 


old Saxon teru; “shop,” aterm which 


is never now heard except il 
ban! s, with whou it techie 





Que gentloman opens a register-oftice 


5 
for servants, and strives to become 


“famous” by dignifving his bureay 
with the modern Greck tile of Thera. 
polegia (or, as the servants pronounce 
Ul, the-rap o'-the leg-1a) by which he 
thinks ligh-sounding a 


personage as the Hospod it of Walla. 
chia, 


himself as 


Another mgenious artist, pre- 


siding over a second hand carriage- 
shop, and not contented with the mo- 

, 
ol =“ repository, 


dern neologism 


chrotens bis establishment Rheda 
sium. A thid has a“ 


stockings; a fourth 


all” for sell. 
uy opens a 
+ 


warehouse” for green groceries and 


small beer; while blackiigs and }'0- 
lonies can be found inno place less 


emporium ; 


elevated than au “ aed if 
you are in want of a child’s kite, it js 
no lounger to be had tn a toyshep, but 


is readily tobe met within arcades 


amd bazaars, 
lined to the 


every tradesman isa merchant ; eve. 


This fully is vol Cote 
hbumbler walks of trade 
ty conspiracy of **iwo or more per. 
of the com- 
"and the re- 


, - , 
tailing iustrument of the speculation, 


sous’ agamst the purses 


mueity, ds a colbpany, 


no lone ! 


a plain shopheeper, but 
Li} ° 


un agent 
Lut the 
istiuction, aud 


asiest road to personal 
therefore the most 
frequented, ts through dress ; aud im 
this particular, the ruling passion de- 
velopes itself about the age of puberty 
m uw shyght lateral 
f the hai, a knowing tie of 
silk Landkerchiel, or a full 
Not but that dandy, 
arrives at the diguity vl ab 
is a legitimate grouud of fawe. 


gud stupter ie 
chuaton 
of the 
dilated shirt. 
“Miecu at 
elal, 
My remarks are contined to those who 
not bey“ up” to the true elements 
f Schuewerography, trade rather ou 


‘ 
the oddity than the perfection of thew 
Of this the apothecary s mul- 
berry coat isan iustauce. (The Dal- 
mahov wig, Which should accompany 
gy fallen, with other rem- 
uants of our ancestors, * ito the yel- 
Auother cause in pomtis 
1 ; i! 


rit c WOU, powder 1 Cu 


dress, 


1 
it, las lor 


low lea 
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cench postilion, which still keeps ifs 
place in spite of all revolutions, knock- 
ing synchronously between his shoul- 
ders to the cracking of hisown whip, 
Need I mention the violent mal-assort- 
ment of colours in dress, such as was 
many years exhibited on the persons 
of the three Mr. Wiggins's? As for 
genuine dandyism, the “ aliquid plus 
guam satis est” in dress, is not less 
dangerous to the reputation than to 
the purse of the lower orders. It is 
ever a failure ; dress alone will not 
make a shopboy look like a draguon 
officer, nor convert an attorney’s 
clerk into a guardsman; it will not 
do alone; dress may make a kiddy of 
a raf, bat it will not makehima 
dandy ; aud so there's no more to be 
said on the matter. This sort of per- 
sonage had tierefore better look to 
some other ground of distinction ; 
waggery, for instance, which is won- 
derfully taking. The singing a droll 
song, the smutting a friend's face, as 
an Irishman would say behind his 
back, or sticking his wig fullof straw, 
are claims to reputation rarely denied, 
Imitatipz a bassoon with a poker is a 
good passport to club-renown ; so is 
mimicking the noise of a saw, or fa- 
vouring one’s friends with the loves of 
“two intriguing cats in a gutter.” 
These, however,are but inferior routes 
torenown, At present there is no 
better sort ofcelebrity than that which 
is obtained through the police oftice ; 
beating a watchman or kicking a pros- 
litute are sure cards, The youth who 
canuot get a wrangler’s degree at Ox- 
ford may attain “ an honour” by his 
disputations in the boxing-schools ; 
and he who cannot cross the “ pens 
asinorum™ may distinguish himself by 
his calculations in Bennet street, St. 
James's. It belongs exclusively to the 
age iv which we live to have strack 
out a new route to celebrity through 
achalk-pit, and to have founded repu- 
tations on the dead walls of the metro- 
polia, where they glitter incretaceous 


vVor.. X.-- N.S 
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characters “ in form so palpable” that 
he whe runs may read tnem. What 
is the name of Byron to the bonassus ? 
what the “ great unknown” to the no 
less mysterious B. C. Y ? or what even 
are the all-pervading “peptic precepts” 
of Dr. Kitchener to that metaphysical 
ubigaitarian Dr. Eady, who reminds 
one of the Frenchman of whom his 
friend said, “ Le pauvre homme il est 
mort sans doute; je ne |'ai vu qa’une 
fois aujourd'hui.” It is no longer true 
that wisdom cries out in the street and 
no one regards it. 

The peccant “ humour,” however, 
of our lower orders, which shews it- 
self in such various absurdities, is for- 
tunately symptomatic of a strong con- 
stitution; and in this point of view 
may be considered with some indul- 
gence. Under a despotism, the first 
wish of the humble and unprotected 
is to seek protection by being con- 
founded with the mass, and to take 
shelter from persecution in personal 
obscurity. England, on the contrary, 
has at all times boasted of its candidate 
for vulgar fame. Every body being 
in the eyes of the law somebody, any 
body may without danger attract the 
notice of society; and the common 
fellow, like the patriot “ that dares be 
honest in the worst of times,” would 
scorn to shrink beneath the glance ofa 
Bow.street officeroraspy. From the 
days of Addison’s truak-maker to Tid- 
didol, Sam House, the late Sir Geoffry 
Dunstan, and litle Waddington, Lon- 
don has never wanted its candidates for 
mob notoriety. A reformin this par- 
tiewlar might therefore be taken as a 
very bad sign of the times; and assuch 
we heartily pray Heaven to avert it. 
I'he desire to become known “ en 
faisant ses farces’ may be injurious 
cnough tothe facetious underling, but 
it cannot compete in mischief to so- 
ciety with the graver follies of a high- 
born ambitions; and the ‘prentice 
might reply to the reproving frown of 
the fanatical legistator, who would in- 
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trude on his pleasures in the language 
of Martial, 


Innocuos permitte sales; cur ludere nobis 
Non liceat, licuit sijugulare tibi’ 





THE OLD OAK. 


Tronslated from the Danish 

Here have | stvod the pride of the 
park 

In winter, with snow on my frozen 
bark ; 


In spring, ‘mong the flowers that rouud 
me were spread, 

And among my own Icaves when sum- 
mer was fled. 

Three hundred years my top I have 
raised ; 

Three hundred years I have sadly gazed 

O’er Nature's wide extended scene, 

O'er rushing rivers and meadows green ; 

For, though I was always willing to rove, 

I never could yet my firm foot move. 


They fell’d my brother who stood by 
my side, 

And flung out his arms so wide, so 
wide. 

How I envy him, for how blest is he, 

As the keel of a vessel he sails so free 

Around the whole of the monstrous 
earth! 

Sut I am still in the place of my birth 

Lonce was too haughty and proud to 

complain, 

now become feeble from age 

or pain, 

And therefore | often give vent to my 
woes 

When through my branches 
wind blows, 


But am 


wild 


the 


A wight like this so calm and clear, 
I have wot seeu for many 3 year ; 


The milk-white doe and her tender 
fawn 

Are shipping about on the moon-light 
lawn ; 


And on the verge of my time-worn root 

‘Two lovers are seated, and both are 
mute ; 

Her arm encircles his youthful neck, 

For none are present ber love to check. 

Vhis night would almost my sad heart 
cheer, 


Had I one hope, or one single fear. 











The Poets Garret. 


THE POR G'S 


*“ARRLTI 


Ir wasin the “ first floor down the 
chimney ;” the lodging that poets love 
because nearer to the gods than the 
lower regions; where they may, at 
least, breathe the fresh air, and wel. 
come the easrlielt kiss of Aurora, 
There were two of them, a bed, a 
table, and a couple of chairs in the 
apartment. ‘They laughing 
heartily, as though they had that 
good cheer, which the wise man saith 
“maketh a fight heart and a glad 
countenance.” ‘They had it not. They 
were sitling before the table, on which 
the moonlight came laughing through 
the roof; their wash-land basin, and 
two wine-glasses, were placed upon 
it, and they were filling the latter 
with water—the contents of the for. 
mer. “ Ha, ha, ha,” laughed the one, 
“Tom, although your tragedy was 
not a sad one, it met a sad fate.” 
“True, Ned,” said the other, **and no« 
body can say your farce wasa thing to 
be laughed at; yet oue would have 
thought the common-wealth had been 
in danger, the audience did so loudly 
hiss.” “ Vratment,” replied his com- 
panion, ** but Janghter was not my 
fort,—I was just in the situation of a 
star-gazing philosopher, Jooking for 


were 


jewels in the mud. | should have tried 


tragedy.” “ Aye, aud be dammed for 
it, as loom; “ but 
however, it was not my fault—all ow. 
who allowed me 


Iwas,” exclaimed 


ing to the manager, 
to hill but three; | 
bemyg saved, because | was ne 


had no chance of 
t bloody 
enough; you know he cut out my best 
too, where | the 
witches round the cauldron—*‘ See 
what a reut the envious C 
oh!” “ And my Epic was lost,” said 
Ned, “ because the publisher g: udged 
the money for advertisements; at i, 
therefore, no newspaper would police 
it. But, never mind, ‘om, take anoller 
glass of Ambrosia,'twilldo ye no harm; 
and remember, that * true magnamity 
consists not ia never falling, but imru- 
ing every time we fall,'—so said Goid- 
smith, who was starved into poetry, 


scene, summoned 


isca made, 


grat 
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and yet he lauds to the skies the jack 


who could vot procure him a dinner. 
We may rise yet.” * Aye, we have 
risen,” answered Tom, “ to the third 
story of a three-floored house; and 
this Ambroisa that you gave me is as 
“Well, and Adam 
was happier when he drank it in Eden 
than when he pressed the grape be- 
tween his sivuful lips,” argued Ned; 
but come, let us, like the lion in the 
Pilgrim's Progress, show that we can 
growl, in fetters, if we cannot bit 


weak as water.” 


They passed a few more stale jokes oa 
one another, as insipid as their beve- 
rage; and then proceeded to mangle 
their successful contemporaries ; after 
having consoled themselves with the 
old remark, that genius will be re 
warded hereafter, and anticipating the 
fate of old Butler—a 
bre vu. 

“And what think ye of Moore?” 
said Ned to Tom. 

“ What, Thomas Little, or Moore, 
hittle 
Moore, or whatever he may call him. 


stune imstead of 


or Brown,—or brown Thomas 
self,—the man who can catch the sun. 
beams. A sweeter poet never struck 
the lyre; and, ever 
visited Helicon, he has taken the deep- 
est draught, In society, he is like one 
of hisown beautiful lyrics—a thing that 
every one must ¢ ujoy. How sad that 
he shon!d degrade bis muse as he has 
lately dour —tts like the sun shining 
adungchill, and gilding filth.” 

“ But of Campbell ? 

“ Campbell,—a poetic giant, who 
grasps a world, and then goes to sleep, 
But Campbell is dead; he fell at the 
Trocadero. His “ Pleasures of Hope” 
should be preserved in letters of gold. 
He got twenty pounds for it. Can we 
complain after that.” 

“Of Rogers 2?” 

“fis bank on Parnassus is as rich 
as the one in Lombard-street; and, 
let him draw as often as he wi!l, there 
can never be for answer—‘ No effects.’ 
Yet, methinks, bard and banker sound 
as oddly | 


of all men who 


on 


is diamonds and dirt. 
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“ And of Walter Scott? Sir Walter 
Scott ” 

“(), the poet is gone,—only made 
one ramble up the Hill lately, and that 
was yclep'd Halidon; Parnassus knows 
him vot. Yet his mine was not ex- 
hausted, but he found a richer one. 
Apollo mourned, and the Muses wept; 
Sir Walter smiled, and Mr. Constable 
laughed.” 

* And of Crabbe 2” 

“**¢ Though Nature's sternest paint- 
er, yet the best.’ He would daub 
Titian’s mistress with mud, and then 
pourtray her; or cast a London fog 
over ‘ fair Italy,’ and then describe it, 
His versesare like the drugs of an 
apothecary : we know they are whole- 
some, and are sorry for the know- 
ledge.” 

* Of Southey y 

“ Southey is a poet, and he knows 
it himself. Others will know it in 
time. Byron feared Southey, and 
feared no other ; not for tle present, 
but the future. Byron knew that 
Southey would live.” 

« And what of Wordsworth ?” 

“ He is like his * White Doe,’ now 
rambling over verdant meads, where 
all is beautifully productive; and 
now over unfruitful deserts and bar- 
ren rocks. He was nearly lost when 
he sailed with * Peter Bell’ in his 
‘little boat ;’ and the whip of ‘ the 
Waggoner’ scourged him, but the 
wounds were healed with his sonnet- 
salve.” 

“ And what do you think of Coles 
ridge ?” 

“A singularly wild and beautiful 
poet But is Coleridge alive? 

« Of Barry Cornwall 2” 

“A sweet poet, but he writes in 
bed ; rhymes and sips his coffee, sips 
his coffee and rhymes. In theevening 
he hangs a lamp to his ceiling, and 
pens a sonnet to the moon; makes 
up a scene between his footman and 
his cook, and writes ‘ The Girl of 
Provence, —that’s imagination,” 

‘* And of Mrs. Hemans ?” 








416 


“ Mrs, Hemaus is ano‘her proof to 
the world that the soul is of no sex.” 

“ Of Bernard Barton, what do yon 
think ?” 

“Think? why that he has been 
rendered immortal by * Time's T'eles- 
cope for 1824; where, amongst the 
wouders of ages gone by, is recorded 
in capital latters the following,— 
* 1784, Biography, Bernard Barton 
born,’—fine alliteration that!" 

“ And of Millman ?” 

“We'll not touch him. He's likea 
summer cloud that showers down 
healing drops.” 

“ And what do you think of the Nor- 
thamptonshire peasant, John Clare t” 

* That he’s the ‘one bard’ of the 
London Magazine, and as good a peet 
as Robert Bloomfield. 

“ And of Leigh Hunt?” 

* Lord Byron's Jackal!l. The muses 
should put bim in the piliory, and 
crown him there; and his laurels 
stiould be smoke dried and wet with 
fog instead of dew. His poetry re- 
sembles a necklace, in which a few 
jewels are mingled withso many false 
ones, that itis difficult to distinguish 
them.” 

“ Aad of Croly ?” 

*Croly has mauy of the altvibules, 
but he has not the soul, of a poet. Yet 
Croly isone of those who will live tor 
ages.” 

* Of Montgomery ?° 

“A very sweet poet, alihough he 
rhymes in a church-yard, But bis 
thoughts are like the bones of Ezekiel, 
which the Deity clothed with sinews 
aud flesh.”’ 

Thus did this pair of garret-dwell- 
ing peetasters pass their evening in 
Iving, slanderimg, and evil speaking, 
of their betters. At length the oue 
who wosthe most silent of the two, 

and who had acted as queryist,ex pos- 
tulated with his talkative brother,who 
quoted, in reply, the words of Sheu- 
sione, that an author is public pro- 
perty, who is bought and sold; aud 
that, therefore, any person who pur- 
chases him, has a right to make what 
ise he pleases of him 


aud 
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THE MISERIES OF AN ACTOR 


My Dear Georece, 


I wave received your kind favour 
of the pheasants, * for which rehef 
much thanks.”—Mary aud | are really 
obliged, and | have great pieasure in 
saying that the children, considering 
the delicacy of their constitutions, are 
fur the most part pretty well, 

In auswer to your questions about 
my professional sacceas, | ought, | be- 
lieve, in candour to say it has been 
most decided, and Lata growing every 
day more popular wath the public; 
but bitterly indeed do | repent having 
quitted the trade to which my poor 
father apprenticed me, for although | 
am quite at the top of the tree, lam 
the most uuheppy creature in the whole 
world. 

| used vainly to imagine that the 
Lusiness of an actor was all play, bat L 
have found to my cost that no trade, 
Ho profession on earth, is so perpetu- 
ally laborious to mind and body—ta- 
burious, too, al times and seasons when 
other people are partaking of the 
amusements and enjoy ments of domes- 
fic hfe. At ten o'clock I go to rehear- 
sul—studv and arrange all the von 
scuse Which the manayver chyoses to 
accept from the wretched playewris 
ters, (who are all w jail, or expecting 
to be seut there every day of their 
miserable lives,)—liable to be fined 
forty pounds for refusing to perform a 
part which | know does not suil me, 
and in which no human being, except 
the author, can see the slightest merit, 
There I remain the whole morning, 
groping about behind the scenes, m 
the dark smoky atmosphere of the 
play-hpuse, or listening im the green: 
room to calumnies and dirty stories 
from our “brethren of the sock aud 
buskiv,” tll perhaps three; I thea 
mount tothe wardrobe, where, in couu- 
cil with the tailor and the barber, | 
stay aud,discuss with the most perfect 
gravity and the most serious iterest, 
the relative merits of coats, waistcoats, 
wigs, with a view to ascertam 
which combination of grotesque has 
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bits will best answer the purpose oi 
making me personally ridiculous, aud 
produce the greatest portion of laugh- 
ter at mIny expence, in the vue-shilliug 
gallery. Iu this pursuit, anxious to 
hear how my two or three sick chil- 
dren are (for ia a London family of 
eight the average rate is three down), 
Jam delayed till near four, On reach- 
ing the stage door, | find it pourtay 
with rain, mixed with suow; having 
come out with thin shoes aud without 
au umbrella,l paddle up Drury-lane 
or Belion-street to my lodgings,where 
my wile has prepared eve ry thing to 
make me comfortable; and at five 
o'clock | sit down to my dimuer, fire 
blazing, dishes smoking, and all ex- 
tremely nice and suug. At a Jiith 
after six, justas Lam getting quite 
warm, aud feel very happy and rather 
heavy to sleep, | am warned by my 
dear Mary, that “it is time to go.” 
Up! get, squeeze on my great coat, 
take my umbrella, aud find the streets 
ancle-deep in snow, atmosphere yel- 
Jow aud choking, mixed with more 
missling caiv, too small aud too light 
tobe warded off—slip along the streets 
in Loudou towards the play-house, 
haviag in the way down, in couse. 
quence of quitting my wari fireside, 
contracted a violent touth-ache, to 
which lam very subject, 

The pain in my face increases dur- 
ing the time | am dressing. The bar- 
ber arrives “todo up my own hair” 
into a droll shape, it having been de- 
cided that it will produce a more 
rivliculous effect than a wig; the call- 
boy comes toliurry me, and | proceed 
losmear my chin and forehead, with 
whitening, make eyebrows aud crow’s- 
feet with a bit of burnt cork, and rub 
the end of my uose with hare’s-foot 
covered with red ochre. During this 
operation, “a gentleman wishes to 
seeme;" he is admitted, and brings 
the agreeable intelligence that a friend 
who had given me his acceptauce for 
seventy pounds has dishonoured the 
bi, which is returned tu me, and 
faust be settled by 


ten aclock the f 
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lowing morning. At this juncture a 
pretty, lnuile, draggled-tail maid ser- 
vant, whom | keep, and whose visits 
to the cou/isses are specially interdicted 
by me,becase | wish to have nobody's 
sins to answer for but my own, ar- 
rives to ask forthe key of a cupboard, 
(which | have brought away by mis- 
take) to get something out for poor 
Caroline, who has had a sudden ace 
cession of fever, and is considered by 
Mr. Kilpiu, the apothecary, in immi- 
nent danger. | give her the key, and 
bear hee romping with the half-drunk- 
en manager in the dark passage. 
Irritated, but too much pressed for time 
to be auyry, [ squeeze on the shoes 
which | thought would be “ very ef- 
fective ;” inmy haste Lrunthe tongue 
of ove of the buckles under the uail 
of my finger, and when the shoes are 
on, find the corn ou the little toe of 
my left fuot so pinched, that nothing 
but the impossibility of getting avy 
others would induce me to wear them. 
While stamping on the floor in the 
hopes of making matters easier, | per- 
ceive the coat and waistcoat which I 
have selected to wear giving the most 
unequivocal proof of dampness, by 
smoking furiously as they hang airing 
ou the back of a chair before the fire. 

Besides this, it should be observed 
that L dress in the same room witha 
man whose aversion | am, and whose 
name is ipecacuanha to me ; he is pom- 
pous and does tragedy—has the best 
place in the room, and all the fire to 
hinself; feeds the newspaper critics, 
who always praise him; one of whom, 
who invariably abuses me, is his con- 
stant companion while dressing. 

At length, however, I get to the 
green-room, drivk half a glass of 
muddy soft water from the tumbler, 
out of which every Lady aud Gentle- 
mun ofthe company bas drank before, 
and will drwk after me; and, being 
ultimately summoned to the stage, | 
find the music sounding too well __ 
the house exnply of people aud full of 
fog—imy tooth aching asof 4 
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coat sticking tomy back—my eyes 
being hotand my nose cold—the shve 
on my corny foot having shrunk from 
the heat of the float, (that is quite 
technical, my dear cousin,) cutting 
and pinching me more than the parch- 
ment boot of the Holy Inquisition 
could do, Here | have to act a scene 
witha cheap actor from the country, 
instead of Liston, or Terry, or Dow- 
ton, or any good hand to whose acting 
I am accustomed, and they to mine; 
a stick who knows nothing of tlhe 
point, and very little of the part; and 
thus arrive at the period where! have 
to sing a comic song, with speaking 
and pattering imitations of sundry 
men and other animals between the 
verses; during the protracted sym- 
phony to this, ] keep my tongue to my 
tooth, in order to lull the pain, rest 
my corny foot ypon my sound one, 
and think of nothing but my poor fe- 
vered child at home, and the protested 
bill at the bankers. Putting my hand 
instinctively into my pocket, I find 
that I have left the little bit of reed, 
wiih which | imitate Punch and the 
ducks (the great hits of my song) in 
the waistcoat | have just taken off. | 
sing the song, of course without the 
ducks and Punch, but make up for the 
omission by dancing very funnily, for- 
getting at the outset the tight sloes 
avd corns, and being unable, when | 
have once begun, to leave off. ‘Uhe 
pain | feel makes me twist and wrig- 
gle more than ordinary; the conse 
quence is, that | am encored by some 
Jew-boys in the gallery, who have 
paid sixpeuce a piece for their privi- 
lege; the decent part of the audience 
dissent from the repetition, aud I 
stand bowing humbly tothe “ liberal 
and enlightened public,” a r 
senseless brutes, whose taste | despr-e, 
and for whose intellect | have the most 
unqualified contempt. In the midst 
of my obsequiousness, one monster 
umung the gods, more hardened than 


set of 


the rest, flangs an apple at my head, 
takes effect 
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out” resound, and the cries of “g0 
on” increasing, | repeat all my little 
playfulmesses in detail (which are ren. 
dered wholly unimtelligible by the 
mingled plaudits of the ayes, and the 
vigorous hissing of the noes), and hop 
about upon my pinched foot with the 
most laudable activity. 

Al this over,l go towards my dress. 
ing-room, to avoid witnessing the de, 
gradation of the ladies of the profes. 
sion, who, by the convenient con. 
nivance of the conductors of our the. 
atrical establishmeuts, are at present 
subjected to the open advances of 
every man, who thinks himself en. 
titled by his wealth or rank to knock 
down the barriers which separate 
virtue from vice, and decency from 
profligacy, and chooses to attend the 
green-room to carry on a system, 
which, iu the days of Harris, Colman, 
aud Kemble, was confined to the lob- 
bies, or to houses of a different de- 
scription altogether. In the passage 
towards my retreat, |] encounter the 
manager, smelling of vulgar potations, 
rather more drunk, and infinitely 
more important, than he was in the 
earlier part of the evening; he tells 
me | must study Falkland in the Re 
vals, for the next night (Acres being 


my forte)—he then introduces me to 
aun author, who has an equestrian 
melo-drame to be read the follow- 
ing morning. I cannot conceive 


what makes them so civil, till at last 
1 discover that tl ey want me to act 
in their new piece the part of a sore 
cerer, ina black horse-lair wig, with 
gilded horus, and to be carried to the 
flies on the back of a fiery dragon, 
at the risk of my neck and reputation. 
] suspend my answer to the request, 
and the night wears on, At leugth 
the play and farce end. Heated and 
tired | take off my second dress, and 

my own, damp clothes. | 
my face all grease 
mad pomatum to get the pait out of 
the pores, and rub my hair out of curl. 
boots came 


have shrunk 


put on 


sinear over with 


1 tind my wet when | 


50 much by standing be- 
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fore the tire, that | can by no means 
get my heels home in them, and am 
obliged to walk to my lodgings with 
ahard stiff wrinkle under each foot, 
My tooth-ache much worse than be- 
fore, 1] hurry through the hall, snd 
see a rehearsal of The Rivals called 
the next morning atten, and the new 
melo-drame at one. Begin my walk 
homewards through the mud, recur 
tothe protested note and my sick in- 
fant, paddle up the same wretched 
streets that | had before paddled down, 
get hustled by three tall women of 
the town,who, after pulling me abcut 
tomy great discomfiture, teave me 
with a shout when they discover by 
the light of a lamp, that, after all, it 
is only funmy——the actor man. 
When | get home, the tire is out 

my wife, tired of her lonely wretch- 
eduess, youe to bed—the poor child is 
worse, and | saddled with Falkland 
in my pocket to study for to morrow. 
That morrow brings the same rou- 
tine, and so it goes on until Satur- 
day, when the concern being very 
prosperous, the treasurer cannot pay 
any of the salaries ; and the ouly in- 
telligence I get at his office is, that 
my benefit ts fixed for the second day 
of Epsom races, W hen the cheesenion- 
gers and bakers, who would take my 
tickets, would be 
and 


attending thea, 
the 


play,—tind it tue theatre a letter of- 
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ver, to goto a paleiotic party 


romical, at the City ofLonduu Tavern, 
—swear at the “ fatand greasy cill- 

us, who take a geutleman for a 
mountebank—and spend the whole ¢ f 
my Sandav im studying the part of 
Musty my fistigig, the wizard, in tli 
infernal new melo drame of Blu 
Bla or the Jutellectual Don / 


Which it would cost me the price of a 
felon’s neck to refuse to act 


These, my dest George, are buta 
few of th evils by wit hl am assaih i 


mm the midst of my su es; and when 


walk down tomy utgltly task, 
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er, sitting quietly at his fea by his 
cheerful fireside, with his family round 
him, and recollect that he can weigh 
butter without leaving his home, paint- 
ing his face, or being subject to the 
insolence of a soltish manager ; and 
sell cheese and hog's lard, without 
bow ing for the usual indulgence of the 
enlightened public, or a chance of 
being hissed or pelted with hard ap- 
ples, pe nny-pieces, or pewter pots, | 
heave a sigh of regret that] adopted a 
calling which | now must prosecute, 
but which is irksome in its duties, pre- 
carious in its existence,andwhich,above 
all,in my heart | cordially despise. 
You have asked me for an account 
of myself, and [ give it you ; if not 
flattery, it is at least correct. 


. * * * * 





NAMES OF THE NAVY 

Tus is asubject which, in our opi- 
nion, has not been deemed of sufficient 
cousequence by any of our Naval ad- 
miuistrations. Surely no plan could 
be hetter devised than that of naming 
our floating bulwarks after the great 
heroes of our country. Would it not 
add additional fire, even to the courage 
of a British seaman, to reflect that he 
was defending the honour ofa Hawke, 
a llowe, a Blake, a Benbow, a Nel- 
son, or a Boscawen 2? Would he not 
glory in obtaining a triumph fora Marl- 
borough, an Abercromine, a Wolfe, 
Wellington? Would he not 
rather sink, than strike the colours of 
au Cressy, aa Agincourt,a Poictiers, a 
DBieuheim. or a Waterloo? Would he 


1 
nol rather make 


or 1 


The ship bis coffin, aud the sea his 
- Ave, 

than sequiesce, under any circum- 
stances, in the surrender of a Copenha- 
cen, shaut, Nile, orTrafalgar? In our 
opluiou, therefore, nove of the above 
names should ever be obliterated from 
vur Navy Lasts; and there are hune 


dreds of the same description, which 


micht, with great propriety, be alded 
lo tu nber, Aux these we 
ul real UNAVE 


o 
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gators and discoverers, together with 
a few of the worthies of other coun- 
tries, such as Cook, and Frobisher, aud 
Baffin, and Hudson, Columbus, De 
Gama, and Magellan, Drake, Raleigh, 
Behrings, Parry, and Davies. Surely 
even the names of Sir Isaac Newton, 
of Shakespeare, of Milton, or of Dry- 
den, would be more appropriate than 
some of the ridiculous epithets which 
we shall now proceed to particularize. 
At one time it was the fashion of 
some first Lord of the Admiralty to 
giveallour ships French names, or 
rather to allow them to retain the 
cames they had in the French Navy 
before they fell into our hands. This 
perhaps was a fair method oftriampl- 
ing in their capture, but it played 
the very devil among our sailors. 
Finding it wholly impossible to pro. 
nounce such foreigu lingo, they af- 
fixed the oddest substitutes for the 
names, frequently making their own 
sea puns upon the same. The Bellis 
queux, became the Belly-squeak ! the 
Dedaigneuse—the Dead Nose! the 
Immortalité—the Immortal Light ! the 
Jaseur—the Chaser! the Temeraire 
—the Timmy Noggv! ‘Then came a 
classieal First Lord of the Admiralty, 
who by giving all our ships names 
colled from the Heathen Mythology 
made matters still worse thaan before, 
The Polyphemus became the Polly 
Infamous! the Sirius—the Cyrus! 
the Bellerophon—the Ball of Rope 
Yarn! the Agamemnon—the Lyos 
sutl Bacon !—~ Sie transitgloriamund: . 
Next succeeded Firsy 
Lord of the Admiralty, aod be intro. 
duced the Bathos with a vengeance 


a Sportug 


by naniung a whole fleet of Gunbrigs 
after lis pack of fox hounds! Many 
of these remain to this day as memo- 
rists of his Lortiship’s taste and ge- 


nius, We have stillthe Flamer, Pelter, 
iter, Borer, Blazer, Bulldog, and 
Brisk! It ts 
extended bevond the smailer vessels 
of the wavy, but uw was fortunate that 
a change of administration shortly af- 


true this system uever 


terw rds ousted his J hip 








the Navy. 


the headof the Admiralts, 
the whole British Navy woel e 
been afflicted with the hydropheke 

Viscount Melville, the present first 
Lord, may perhaps be considered 
River God, since he has inttédaved 
into our Navy List all the most ge. 
nowned streams of the universe, We 
have now the Eurotas, the Orontes, 
the Tigris, the Amazon, the Severn, 
the Trent, the Mersey, the Thanies, 
the Tweed, the Shannon, the bitfey; 
the Indus, the Isis, the Lee, the Larne 
the Leven, the Clyde, the Ganges, the 
Spey, the Tagus, the Tamar, the Tees, 
the Wye, the Rhine, and the Medway: 
We do not quarrel with this plan of 
his Lordship, it is perhaps appropriate 
enough, and at allevents there is to 
thing offensive in it; but shonld there 
come another change of administration 
it would be difficult to prognosticate 
what turn affairs might then take, We 
only hope that uo futore First Lord; 
may take a fancy to the Newgate 
Calendar, as it would be rather avk- 
ward, to be compelled to celebrate 
the praises and to land the heroic aety 
of Turpin, Abershaw, Bill Soames, 
Barrivgton, or Thurtell, 


we fe ar 


FRAGMENT 

our Fathers! when from thee 
remote, 

Fair are thy shores, and doubly deatts 
thought , 

The cottage on the plain, o’erlung witli 
trees, 

Their dark boughs murmuriag in the 
eveving breeze; ‘ 

The sun o'er well-known hills descend; 


Lanpv of 


ing low; 
Vhe lattice burning with a crimson gf6w; 
‘Lhe blackbird’s twilight song ; the fit 
ver’s rush ; 


AnJd,ah! how dear to love, the brary 
hush, f 

At which, as bright in southern skates 
afar, 

Resplendent shove the dewy Evepjag 
Star, 

She, fair in vain, did wait, with pantug 
brewst, 

For him she lowed—for Hitt who’ line 


a 








